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Disclaimer: This story is a work of fiction, it never happened. No disrespect intended. 

Thank you Julielll 

Day | 

| signed up yesterday night. So actually | could say it's my second day of sobriety. | don't miss liquor yet. 


This place is odd. | haven't slept in a room that small since the Puppets tour.. | met Ben Affleck in the hall. And 


| met a lot of unnamed persons too. Old, young, black, white, you know. 


| think | can make it. Yesterday, when | slammed the studio's door, | knew | wanted my life to change. | couldn't 
come back this morning pretending everything was okay.. The same fake smile on my face, another argument 


with Lars about some little shit. | didn't want to see them anymore. | had enough of that. 


Nobody ever said to me: "You should stop drinking, James." It went with my character. James drinks and 
nobody can say a word about it. | was so confident that | was stronger than alcohol. | control what | drink, | 
control its effect on me and | control its damage too. I'm the boss of me. Bullshit! | was so full of shit. Didn't | 
write something about that? ‘I'm pulling your strings... | was sure that drugs were more serious than alcohol. 
Alcohol means party and fun. A great night with your buddies and a hangover in the morning. No consequences. 


But now | know. 


Day 28 


The doctor wanted to see me today. He looked disappointed even if we both knew since last week that | wasn't 
leaving yet. But it was sort of an important day. He sat down and told me about his experiences, the 
vulnerability of long time addicts, the problems caused by precipitous rehabs. And it took me a long time to 


notice he was talking about me. 


And he thought | wasn't involved in my therapy the way | should. And | thought: "Another thing | can't do 
properly." He said that | have nothing to hide here, that all the things | keep for myself prevent me to go 
forward. And | realize that it's easier to hide your true feelings from people who know you than from total 


strangers. And he told me to revise my priorities. 


For the last two decades, one of them was to drink. Drink as in the first thing in the morning, to chase away 
the vomit taste in my mouth from the night before. Drink to prevent my hands from shaking on the guitar 

strings and to find the inspiration. Drink to drink. And ultimately drink to live. | needed it as much as oxygen, 

vital as my blood.. 


So yes, I'm physically clean now. And it's weird because | thought it would be the most difficult thing to do. 
Oddly, all the alcohol ingested over the years damaged my mind more than my body. My liver probably doesn't 
agree with that. So know | have to find reason to stay sober and ask myself why | tried to destroy me all 
these years. Let the therapy begin.. 


Day 5q 


l'm here for almost two months now. Sober. And unstructured. | became aware of the leading part of the 
alcohol in my life. Its scary. 

When Cliff died, | sobered up for the first time a month later. | couldn't die myself. So | became a zombie. 
Alcohol was a good way to numb the pain. | drank, | played and | slept. For the best, the worse. Festive alcohol 
was over. | didn't drink to uninhibited me anymore but to stop thinking. | wanted to be smashed via alcohol. Kirk 
chose to join me in my trip. Lars dug himself into the business shit, like always. 


The modus operandi was the same, we wanted to clean out our minds of those screaming images, those bloody 
cries, that cold that still chilled us at night. The answer for me was the bottle in my hand. | wanted to get 
drunk as fast as possible, | didn't give a shit about the taste anymore. What | wanted was the warmth 


spreading in my body, the intoxication propagating, and my brain drowning slowly.. 


‘Blinding by me, you can't see a thing, | got that right.. | mean it's pretty ironic that alcohol leads me to this 


clairvoyance on addiction and at the same time made me blind. 


Day 6l 


Everything is falling to pieces. My shell of certainty is an old memory. I'm a different person now. The 
regression process exposes and leaves me vulnerable. And it feels like the other James, the addict, is still in 
me. And he reminds me sometimes that he'll always be there, waiting for a mistake to reappear and regain the 
lead again. | remember my first attempt to stop drinking, after Load. | was once again sure that | could control 
everything. When the therapist recommended an AA meeting, | told him: "But I'm not an alcoholic..." Then | 
stayed almost sober for a year and realized that life wasn't as fun, alcohol free, like a party you're watching 
through the window because you're not invited. So | fell again, slowly, glass after glass, until | was back to my 
friendly and comforting state that was more familiar to me than sobriety. Then | lost myself. 


Those ‘help me' that | shouted so many times that nobody ever heard. Because | couldn't articulate them. 
Because | was too proud. Because it wasn't something that the Mighty Het could do. And every day | looked at 
my reflection in the mirror, feeling sick that hundreds of people admired me. They loved me as | was killing 
myself little by little. | wanted to tell them to love somebody strong, somebody true, not me. | was a drunkard, 
who needed a bottle of whiskey to feel confident enough to walk onstage and face them each night. And | hated 


me even more. | felt ugly, stupid and miserable. 


Today, l'm a little more confident about myself, even if everything is still in a precarious balance, between 
terrifying lucidity and truths that you don't want to see. And there are those new demons that keep me awake 
at night.. Will | be able to write without alcohol? 


Day 84 


| talked to Kirk yesterday. | was afraid we wouldn't have much to say to each other. But we did talk. To tell the 
truth, it was hard. | could feel the angst in his voice. He was worried about me. And the band. But | didn't want 
to talk about the band, it's too soon. I'm not ready to confront this yet. So we talked about him, his dogs, the 
weather and the studio.. But we totally avoided Lars in the conversation. It's violent, what | feel for him, this 
total rejection. | try to erase him off my mind, to forget him, to hurt him. | want to punish him for not 
helping me when | needed him. 


| don't know if we can still fix things between us. | don't know if he'll be there for me when | leave this place. 
We're both so proud and secret about our feelings for each other. | think something is broken now. | don't even 


know if we can pretend we like each other, like we did the last couple of years. 


Kirk asked me when | was signing out. | told him | had no idea. He seemed petrified by my answer but then he 


said something like: "I understand, I'll tell the others." He's the only person | can show that part of me, you 


know, my vulnerability. | know he won't judge me. He's too weird himself to judge others.. 


He told me that everybody was worried about me, wondering why it taken me so long. "We're thinking about 
giving up the lease at the Presidio." | almost apologized but | hold it back. So instead there was that 
embarrassed silence. Finally he asked if | wanted Lars to call me. No, | can't talk to him right now. And if | 


needed him, he'll be the first and last to know. 


Day 85 


First time since | entered rehab that | told myself that alcohol could arrange the situation. 


Day 100 


One hundred days of sobriety, let's celebrate. But what the fuck is a party without alcohol? | guess I'm cured 
now, cause it doesn't really bother me anymore. I'm breaking the habits and | think that's a good thing. The 
doctor told me | would need a new life outside. Accepting responsibility and making new choices and new deeds. 


Fuck that sounds new age.. 


| know | have to leave the rehab soon As much as | can't wait to be out of here, | am apprehensive. 
Temptations around me. Confronting people | know, the way they'll look at me, probably with sympathy. Wil 
they still enjoy being with me? 


And I'll have to face the critics, the fans who think | won't be the same without alcohol. | don't want to look 
like the old repentant rock star cliché. They'll probably think that I'll start writing songs about birds and 
flowers. "So Het, what's up? We heard about your ‘new life’. Stop the bullshit, man. Come on, | buy you a 
drink." 


Ill try to avoid the mystic phase that seems to affect ineluctably people who changed their life. Obviously God 
is more important to me that before. Not that fucking religion who that spoiled my childhood. But simply 
something that will push in the right way for once. | think I'm more able to realize all isn't black or white like | 
used to think. And maybe this anger in me, which used to destroy me will become a positive thing. | am that 


anger and | need to set her free to set me free. To set her free. 


Day 137 


I'm leaving tomorrow. | think I'm ready. | saw a lot of people leaving before me, their bag in one hand and their 
courage in the other. They spent a month or more here, spitting everything then leaving with hope for the 


future. And now it's my turn to confront life again. So now, it's me versus myself. 


What was my fucking trinity? Alcohol, music and.. | can't even say it. | think there's still a lot of things | can't 
face. But I'm working on it. The doctor told me | had to keep on the therapy until | found the answers to my 
questions. But what are those questions? 


Do | want Metallica in my life again? Can | work with Lars and Kirk again? Will | resist the temptation? Right 
now, as l'm packing up and looking around me, I'm proud of myself. | did it. And l'm sure everything is gonna be 


okay now. 
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And again, thanks Julie.. 


Its over. | stop counting days. I'm back to reality and I'm not intending to tell everybody how long I've been 
sober. There's nothing special about being sober. | mean, people who heal from a disease don't spend their time 
telling it on TV or on the newspaper. It needs to stay at the back of my head, and especially not becoming 


another obsession. I've lost too much time because of obsessions. 


When | got back home, it was cold and nobody was there. | threatened to choke Kirk with the cake if he 
organized a party. Sometimes | prefer when people don't listen to me. So | went to the kitchen to do the most 
melodramatic thing that a new clean man can do. Actually its the second The first one is to celebrate 
sobriety with a glass of champagne. The second is to empty all your bottles in the sink.. but | couldn't find one 
in my whole house. | guess a considerate friend did it for me. So, that left me only one thing to do. | went down 
to my studio in the basement and switched on my amp. | looked at my guitar like it was alive or rather asleep. 
| grabbed it gently and caressed it to clean the fine layer of dust then | plugged in. | felt the sound filling it and 


| shivered. 


| brushed against the strings and the amp reverberated mournfully. And it felt like home again | played a 
bunch of riffs to warm up my fingers. Breadfan. Helpless. Green Hell. Always a blast to play. Then my fingers 
decided to play Motorbreath. | couldn't sing the lyrics but | heard them in my head. 


| spent the night playing. | couldn't sleep. | needed to know if | was still able to write a song. So | did just that. | 
did like | always do. Riff, frame, melody. | even tried a solo. So okay, it wasn't the song of the year but it 
sounded like something at least. | wrote a couple of impressions on a scrap of paper, a bunch of things that 


came into my head. When | went upstairs again, it was daytime already. 


Zach passed by this morning. He had three bags of mail with him. | realized I'd been away for a long time.. 
read the first one smiling. The kids are so involved in our life that sometimes it's scary. The second letter 
surprised me. | read it a second time. The third one shocked me, | put it aside. As one goes along, as | read 
their thank-you's for the music and for what | represent to them, it became clearer and clearer. There were 


a lot of drawings, photos, memories, pains and hopes. And | thought to myself that we were very lucky to 


have all these people by our side. | ate my sandwich reading a letter, | answered the phone reading a letter, | 
walked the dog reading a letter.. | read for hours, my back eventually gave up complaining. 


And then again, after the last letter, it was daytime. 


Stephan called to make sure everything was okay. And he suggested that | write something for the sponsors 
section. He said, "It'd be great to tell everybody you're fine. You know, even your friends." | pretended | didn't 
get the allusion | spent the day thinking about everything except this. Then | grabbed a sheet of paper and it 
just flowed. | didn't force the words, it was just the way | felt. After reading all the fan mail, it was more like 
a big thank you than a statement about my health. | reread it, | found it honest. But | couldn't fax it to 
Stephan yet. Something held me back. It was the honesty that made me uncomfortable. Like when | read the 
‘Nothing Else Matters’ lyrics out loud for the first time. It's embarrassing to tell everybody about your fears 
and your pains.. But before | went to bed, | sent it to Stephan. 


I've been to an AA meeting today. It's the fist time since | left rehab. The doctor convinced me that it wouldn't 
be as bothersome as | thought. | couldn't imagine myself in front of the group saying, "Hi, my name is James 
and l'm an alcoholic." That's so pathetic. 


But | got the nerve to try it. When | walked into the room, | knew it was a world apart. It was full of people 
who shared my fears and supposed to understand me. Obviously, anonymity was not the issue. After five 
minutes, | was just James between John and Steve. So | listened to them. That old man said that December 
was the most difficult month to stay sober. The celebrations, the mood, the blues, all you need is a little glass 
to feel better or part of it.. He didn't mean to scare us but to warn us. | could not find the strength to talk. 
Next time maybe. 


Christmas 200l 


| asked Santa for a Magic 8 Ball. | guess it's the best way to make a decision | feel like shit and | can't even 
drink eggnog. This year, it sucks to make it without rum. 


| ordered my gifts online, | didn't want to experience the mall rush and the gift circus..| visited Ebay. Somebody 
is selling a shirt that is supposed to be mine for four thousand dollars. | don't think I've ever worn that thing.. 


| try to avoid that fucking Christmas spirit, but | can't fight it. | even bought a Christmas tree. Kirk invited me 
to his little crazy Christmas party but pointed before | asked that Lars would be there. | said | had something 


to do. | have to decorate my Christmas tree... 


"Hey. Happy birthday!" 


"Thanks." It's the first time l'm talking to him since | left rehab. | couldn't have forgotten to wish him a happy 
birthday, | did it for the last 20 years. 


"How you doing?" 

"Good. You?" 

"lim fine." Awkward silence. 

He's clearing his throat. "Maybe we could meet somewhere next week?" 

"Yeah. That'd be great" 

We talk a little bit longer, like we knew each other for only the last IO minutes. He says that he's happy that 


l'm ‘finally’ out of rehab and he totally avoids the word Metallica It's like there's a giant wall between us made 
of taboos and ego issues. | hang up. And | ask myself if there's any chance to go back to our old relationship. | 


doubt it. 

March 1989 

We've never needed a good reason to knock at each other's door. Except these days, he spends a lot more time 
with groupies in his room and | hesitate before coming over. It's like he sings them lullabies or something. It's 
around three in the morning when | leave my room. | meet that tall blonde girl with a stupid smile on her face 
in the hallway and | can say he's alone. | knock and wait for the answer. The door opens and Lars rolls his eyes. 
"What? Am | disturbing something?" 

"No, | just thought she forgot something and came back. Man, she was good" 

"What about your wife?" 


"Yeah what about her?" 


| push him and sit down on his undone bed. It smells like a brothel in here. Cheap perfume and sex. He hands 
me his beer, | grab it and take a sip. 


"So what's up?" He sits next to me on the bed. 


"Nothing, l'm bored. Don't know what to do... 


"At three in the fucking morning, | suggest sleeping." 
| yawn and stretch out on his bed, taking as much room as | can. "Good idea" 
Lars pushes me. "It's my bed, fucker! Fuck off." 


| try to make him fall with my feet but he clings to my leg and grabs my shoe. He pulls it and smiles when he 
throws it against the wall. | look at him without moving. He stands in front of me trying to look threatening in 
his underwear. 


"Get off my bed’ 

ne 

"Fuck, James. l'm tired. Move” 
Ase 


He sighs. "Okay. You can stay. But if Tony hears about this, he'll want us to share a room ‘till the end of time 


to save money...” 


My eyes are wide open in the darkness. | roll on my side to face him. | can see his eyes are open too. We're 
staring at each other for a long time, not moving, not talking. Just breathing. And | feel his hand on me. | come 
a little closer to caress his hair. He moves and stops his face just a few inches from mine. | can see he 
hesitates. But | don't and | reach to kiss him. Our lips touch and | think | close my eyes. We kiss like teenagers, 
embarrassed and excited at the same time. But when his exploring hand touches my skin, it just feels natural. 


We stop kissing. | lift up the sheet and look at him like I've never really seen him before. | examine his body, | 
want to remember every little detail of it. The outline of his arm, the dark circle of his nipple, his hair falling 
on his shoulders, the white skin of his stomach, his thin hips, his thighs slightly parted, the thin line of hair on 


his stomach and finally his cock He doesn't smile but | can see his eyes shining in the dimness. 


The simple caress of my eyes on him makes him shiver. His pose is as provocative as innocent. | softly touch 
his thigh, up to his hip, with my fingertips. He caresses my shoulder, lets his fingers slide on my arm then 
grabs my hand. He guides the exploration of his body, from his hip to his neck. He brushes his lips against my 
hand and | watch him sliding my fingers in his mouth. He sucks them, one by one and | find this absolutely 


fascinating. 


| move closer to him and | feel his skin on mine. It's weird. I've never touched him this way but it feels like our 
bodies aren't strangers. | know my fingers have already let prints on his skin, smells of desire and exhaustion 


are familiar, | know that moan escaping from his throat when | kiss his neck, already have the salty taste of 


his skin in my mouth. But at the same time, we know it's a new world too. We have the confusion of the 


beginner, the novice's anxiety. 


Our kisses are deeper, hungrier and | want to feel his skin on mine. Its intoxicating, touching and feeling him 
under my fingers. Our muscles are tense and our bodies want more. But none of us know what to do now. Our 


hands keep on exploring each other's body. | need more. But | don't know if he wants it too. 


| look at him, asking the question without saying it. He gives me that smile and kisses me again. So | make my 
hand slide on him and touch his cock. | caress it and when he moans, l'm aware for the first time of my 
effect on him. He closes his eyes and flings his head back. | feel his hand on my own cock and thrust in his 
fist. | eagerly kiss his throat, nibbling at his Adam's apple. He groans and | feel the vibrations in my mouth. 


We hold each other's hands tightly. Then he takes control of things. He lets go of me and rolls on his stomach. 
| feel a wave of panic swelling inside me as | wonder what I'm about to do. | gently rub his back, letting my 
hand explore more of his body. He gives me that confident look again. | kiss his lips and move on top of him. | 
lick his neck and his shoulders. | feel the apprehension in his breath, tiny vibrations near my ear. Every touch 


leads to more and every caress makes my hand discover more of him. 


Once again, he moans and | feel the sudden urge to plunge in him. Nothing | do seems to bother him so | slide 

my fingers into him. He quivers under my touch, between discomfort and pleasure. My hand caresses his leg 

and grabs his hand. He holds it tightly to exorcise his fear. | feel him relax and whispers the words in my ear, 
very slowly like it could break the charm. So it's my turn to hold his hand as l'm preparing myself to enter 


him. 


| slowly slide into him. He holds his breath and | lift my head to look at him. He's biting his lips and there is not 
a sign of pleasure at all on his face. | don't know what to do but | know | don't want to hurt him. So | let go of 
his hand and prepare to move away. But he grabs my ass with his two hands and stops me from withdrawing. 


"No. l'm fine. Don't." 


| don't move for a long moment, waiting for his signal, controlling my own need. | can feel him relax around me. 
His hand pushes on my hip and he starts to move under me. | move again with him. | bury my head in his neck 


and try to control all the new sensations my body is experiencing. 


| roll on my side, holding him in my arms. My hand slides on him again and my hips move slowly. That slow and 
intoxicating thrusting is like the memory of something that never has happened. | am in him, that tightness 
around me, his hand on my ass. A scream arises from my throat as pleasure burns in the depth of my being. 


That double feeling, familiarity and unknown brought us to pleasure at the same exact second. 


We're in his hotel room. He's beside me, on his bed. It's five in the morning, maybe six. He's dead to the world. 
His hand is still on my thigh. | have to make the decision. If | leave now, it will only be a memory. If | stay, it 
will be the beginning of something. 


March 2001 


We've decided to get back to work in May. We organized some therapy sessions. We learn to communicate. 
Openly and honestly. Or in other words, we learn diplomacy. | find it weird. m used to speaking with therapists 
now but doing it with the band, its disturbing. We have so much to reproach to each other that every time 
l'm afraid it ends up in a fight. 


| like Phil. He's a great guy. | like to chat with him. And he really helps me with the two other guys. He 
understands that I've changed and that my charges will affect the band too. Lars and Kirk need to accept it. | 


made a decision and everybody has to face the consequences now. 


| made a list of what is really important to me. | counted how much time | can put in my life for each of 
them. Metallica get four hours per day. So | asked them if we could work from twelve to four and they said 
okay. That's pretty much the proof that Metallica isn't as essential as it was twenty or even five years ago 


for all of us. 


| hate this fucking camera flying around me like a big fly. | said | didn't want those guys around me anymore. 
But the new Metallica is a beautiful democracy where all decisions are make after long hours of moderated 
discussions. So | had to give ‘my point of view' to a very excited Lars and an opinionless Kirk And so, of course 
there are still here, shooting Lars eating or Kirk reading a surf magazine... | guess they'll make a masterpiece 


out of that. But at least the soundtrack will be great. 


Tensions are running higher and higher everyday. The music is more and more brutal. We spit our words on 
paper not to throw them at each other's face. When | listen to the things we did at the Presidio, it sounds like 
lullabies compared to what we're doing now. It's a good thing we're only working four hours per day. Just one 


more and I'm pretty sure all our old habits would resurface. 


When | heard about Lars and Bob working after | left the studio, | felt that fucking anger again Like when 


Jason started his side projects. When | arrived at HQ this morning, | was ready for the confrontation 
We're all around the table, in the kitchen and | try to keep my emotions under control. And | don't know if it's 
what | really want. Maybe we need an ‘old school argument. The one that didn't allow hypocrisy and pathetic 


compromise. | feel betrayed by the guys | consider the closest to me. 


"| felt like it was an agreement: we're gonna work from twelve to four and then.. we will not work" 


I'm not really asking the question to Bob but he's the one to answer it. 


"Well, if he.. if Lars and | listen to something or go through the Presidio stuff, it's not because we want to do 
something behind your back. Its for you." 


Phil agrees and Kirk doesn't seem comfortable by now. Lars is pacing back and forth. Only the three of us 
know what's gonna happen. It's in the air. And it's gonna be ugly. 


"Fuck this, man!" Lars mutters, still pacing. He looks like a tiger in a cage, a couple of minutes before being 


released. 

| try to pacify the mood and tell them why it's hard for me too.. 

"The more it goes in different directions, the harder it is, the harder it is to get that back.." 
Phil turns to face me. "What is it you have to get back?" 

"Some control, some sense of involvement...” 

We all look at Lars who finally seems ready to say something else than ‘fuck... 


"When | was running this morning, | was thinking about seeing you today, and the word ‘fuck’ came up so 
much." 


Bob is laughing. But | don't think it was supposed to be funny. | grit my teeth and wait for what follows. Lars 


keeps on pacing back and forth, getting closer to me each time. 


"Fuck. Fuck. | just think you're so fucking self absorbed, and what makes it worse it that you always talk 
about..you always talk about me, using the words control and manipulation a lot. | think you control on purpose 
and you control indivertibly, | think you control by the rules you always set, | think you control by the way 
you judge people, | think you control by your absence, | think you control all of this even when you're not 


here..." 


There's not a single noise in the room. | feel the anger invading me but I'm not gonna let it show. The only 
thing | can do is sigh. That will probably make him angrier. Kirk seems to be holding his breath and Bob's dumb 


smile has disappeared. My eyes are locked on Lars now but he doesn't notice it. 


"| don't understand who you are, | don't understand the program, | don't understand all the stuff.. Ok? | realize 
now that | barely knew you before. And all this rules and all this shit, man. This is a fucking rock and roll band. 
All the fucking rules! Don't tell me | can't sit and listen to something with Bob at 4:5 if | want to.. 


Bob is livid now. | try not to listen what Lars is saying. Its the only way to protect myself. And him, becouse | 


really want to make him shut up, using my fists. 


‘|... l.. | don't want to end up like Jason, okay, | don't want to be pushed away. | don't want it to happen twice." 


It's like he's just stabbed be me in the head with a knife. He couldn't have said something that hurt me more 
than that. Except maybe if he says he hates me now. 


"Fuck." 
I'm watching him. "Fuck!" 


He's walking and coming closer to me. Our eyes are locked. "FUCK!!!" 


| feel sad. And extremely offended. So nothing's changed actually. We still need to push each other to the edge. 
And Kirk watches this like the thousandth rehearsal of the same old scene. But he says nothing today. So 
maybe it's worse than before. Lars sits on the table. And so it is, despite all the therapy and work I'm 
supposed to have done this last year, | can't help but react like the boy who confronted Lars twenty years 


ago. 


"We're not anywhere near getting our issues resolved, | don't know, | guess the playing part, being in a room, | 
mean being in a room with Lars, playing music together, | guess | had higher expectations, | don't know maybe 
I'm disappointed in myself, maybe, | don't know...” 


Phil tries to soothe us, like always. But this is not what | need now. "Talk about that, what does that mean?" 


| want to hurt him with my fucking words, like he loves to do. | watch him right in the eyes and elate for 


every word I'm about to say. 
‘lm not enjoying being in a room with you," | can see the spark of pain in his eyes, "playing." 


But, | know him and he's too proud to give up or show that | hurt him. Now all the eyes are on him and 
waiting for a reply as sharp as the attack. | think he's not gonna be subtle.. 


If you're not having any fun, let it be known to you that | certainly haven't had lot of fun either. | am not 
interesting in playing music with you if you're not happy in there. | just don't want to become a fucking parody, 
okay... So if you're not happy playing music with me.." He's not gonna say it, but the gesture is eloquent, his 
thumb indicating the door to me. 


| sustain his gaze until he looks away. What's happened to us? Why, after all of these years thinking that it's 
us against the whole world can we be so distant? | don't understand what happened. Nobody dares to speak or 
move. It's like the room has been frozen. Finally Lars talks again, almost a whisper, like he fears everything will 


bursts out in flames again. 


"Is there enough that connects us to hold on and to get through this? | don't know... 


l'm confused now. | mumble something but I'm already far from them. 


When | got back home, the question he asked was still echoing in my head. ‘ls there enough that connects us to 
hold on and to get through this? 


But there's still ‘that thing between us. We never talked about it. Never. Like maybe if we didn't talk about it, 
it was like it never happened. Its been twelve years. He must think about it sometimes. | do. Sometimes he 


gives me that ‘look’ and | swear it says "why did you leave that morning?". But he never says the words. 


| asked myself this question like a million times. And a million times | come up with the same answer. Why did | 
leave that morning? Because it scared the shit out of me. How could that happened? We were in a bed 
together and fifteen minutes later | was having sex with my best friend. 


And we knew, even back then, that it wasn't some kind of ‘experimentation. We weren't two curious and 


frustrated kids anymore. It wasn't like ‘Hey dude, l'm drunk and | can't have a chick. Can | fuck you? 

No, it was like fucking magnetization or something. And that was scary. Not because we were two men, | could 
have dealt with that. But because we couldn't control the situation, because attraction was stronger than 
reason. How could having sex with him, even in my memory appear as obvious? 

I've never really asked myself what could have happened if | had stayed that morning. We'd probably had a 
total different relationship now. But we created that necessary distance between us, a space where we piled up 


unsaid things and memories. So why are we still unable to talk about it now? | don't know. But I'm sure that it 


takes us apart a little more each day. 


| knock a second time. | know he's here, | saw is car. Finally he opens the door, a sheet of paper in his hand. He 


seems surprised to see me here. 
"Am | disturbing you?" 
He opens the door wider and gestures me to come in. "No, | was reading some shit. Come." 


The first thing | see when | walk into his living room is the open bottle of wine on the coffee table. It's half 
empty. He sees me looking at it and uncomfortably asks me if | want something to drink. 


"Water would be just fine." 


He disappears in the kitchen and comes back a minute later with a bottle in his hand 

"What did you come here for?" 

"To talk" 

"Wow, the new Het likes fo talk." 

We sit on the couch and he takes a sip of wine. He faces me and waits for me to start talking 


"| thought a lot about it, Lars." He sees l'm serious and drops the sarcasm. "I know as we grow old, we grow 

apart and we don't find a lot of things to say to each other anymore. But there's still something between us, 

something strong. It's the reason we met and spent twenty years together. | like making music with you, when 
we create a song together, when | see our two names after the title on the disc. What | said last week was to 
hurt you. | know we love to play with each other's fears, we like that insecure atmosphere... For a long time, it 
was something that motivated us, | told you that you were a bad drummer, you told me my voice was fucked 
up or that the lyrics sucked because it was the things that we feared the most. It was a dangerous game but 


it worked for us. But | really think that we should stop that now and be more honest with each other...” 

Lars stares at the coffee table. He looks thoughtful. 

"| like what we're doing with this album. | don't like it, | love it. And | know you love it too. Its brutal and raw 
but its not gratuitous. | know if we work together, we'll do exactly what we want.. So no, Lars, I'm not gonna 
leave the band. I'm not gonna leave you. Like | did that morning.’ 

| heard that invisible thing breaking between us. But he didn't move, except maybe he's breathing faster. A 
silent Lars is a scary Lars. | talk again. "I'm sorry. | know those are old stories and.."Maybe it was a mistake to 


talk about it. "Say something..." 


He snorts. "So, you decided now that you want to talk and you assume I'll open my fucking mind to you." He's 
not really angry he's more like upset. "It's not that fucking simple.’ 


He gets up and starts pacing back and forth, again. 


"Twelve years. Twelve fucking years and you act like nothing really important happened. | almost convinced 


myself that it was fucking dream.’ 
‘lm sorry-—" 


"| don't want you to be fucking sorry. You fucked me.. then you left me." He stops and | realize that he's still 


very sensitive about it. 


"| was so ashamed. Do you realize what | let you do to me? And all these years, every time we had an 
argument or something, | would yell at you and you would give me that look, the ‘Ifuckedyou' look.. Its.) don't 
know. And it was like everybody knew about it, like it appeared on my forehead." 


Okay. This is news to me. ‘Ive never thought something like that. | thought you were angry because | left you" 
He says nothing. "I don't know what to say. I've never been ashamed of what we did--" 

"OF course not..There wasn't anything for you to be ashamed of" 

He looks sad. "Listen, it's old and almost forgotten" 


| don't believe him but | smile. "| know. We should forget it..." 


He sits beside me. He's calm now. Sad but calm. | grab his hand and caress it with my thumb. "I don't know if | 


made the right move that morning. We'll never now. It's too late." 

He smiles slightly, faces me and | can see the sparkling green of his eyes again. | feel the back of his hand on 
my cheek. A wave of heat invades me. His smile disappears and he bites his lips. After twelve years, that 
promiscuity is still unbearable. He moves his hand away and smiles again. 

"We're too old." 

"| know." But we don't move. | feel his fingers around mine. "Too old." 

"Can | have a kiss goodbye?" 

| smile and lean against him. | close my eyes and feel his lips on mine. | taste him, a combination between sweet 
and salty. He opens his mouth and | let my tongue slip in. The flavor of wine is stronger and | feel that spicy 
taste of his mouth. His tongue caresses mine and | hold his hand tightly to prevent myself from something 
more. | know that when we break the kiss, all this will be forever forbidden. He moans and in a delicate effort, 
pushes me away. | open my eyes. He smiles melancholically. | take my hand off his and get up off the couch. He 
watches me leave but doesn't move. 

"Don't be late tomorrow." 


"| won't." 


| leave his house. | can still feel his taste on my lips. I've just said goodbye to two of the three loves of my 
life, alcohol and Lars. What is the last? Music. And that's still enough to wake up in the morning. 


